lary CHILLING PICTO-FICTION 
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Peg (ATOMIC SMOKE BOMB | cus on 


Light one and waten 
uo a hickwitesmore rie] SOREEEL SFOM MACS, 4, | You never know when a Vampire 
to the ceiling and expand into pie oop Hala eee, eet oo will strike! Be ready with this 
pesing elect estou" | Gower mgosepe Noll) bt Stes opin! | Tealistic-looking "Vampire blood" 
instrument. yg. p59 é and watch the girls swoon, Non- 
toxic of course--absolutely safe. 


JOY BUZZER Caies in a tube. 


isin nora you wey ie Item No. 622.,.. +. 50¢ 
a ring: "Your victim gets a 


L HOCKING” hand. shake.” Ab BS 
Y solutely harmless 
KING KONG omnes 
rat mae wool 


This full size wall poster is terrifying 7 4 ra rama 
enough to be beautiful. Your room or den 9 6 j SI mt sh Rotel 
NEEDS, this. famous’ vie’ favorite com YAKKETY YAK" SKULL 5 Ae 
plete with steely, glinting eyes, and man- Siaienices to Produce gales of ghoul- ‘ : 

eating teeth. There is also the ‘terrible put it doesnt Just sit there looking | pees maseaty MEL PTR AY silat te 
Beast from 20,000 fathoms who terrified You trip the secret lever and the iaw|woms wher dropped ina] |B f] — uyurtseel ko 
the country--a perfect companion for King We oid 4G" 28d, Sounds Off sass of water Horityyour| f= (oan Cre 
Kong. Shui oes jumping trou ihe ot [eas wth ts fares aunlehmeserte 
Item 639K......,King Kong..........$1.00 Item No. 317 $1.50) vk Nes 

Item 639B.......The Beast..........$1.00 LES RRIS.-.. $1.98 
ORDER BOTH for $1.75 and save PELLET FIRING only 


SHORT TARGET RIFLE 


SEE BEHIND GLASSES 


A specially Wweated pair of sunglasses 
wirseret mos tated so | 
see behind you without anyone knowing VATH “SILENCER PUMP ACTION “Sx? 
a that you're watching This hard hitting, quick action vepeater hres pelts as fast 98 SOY norco 
SPUD" GUN 0 75¢| 237 pill the thager is authentic western ae pump setion wah 
ec ha SHEET HIN HGA| realistic “silencer” and exta ange magazine makes Wis snore 
Parcs Ihe naw fan . Berlect for target practice, FREE a generous supply of pels ond | FREE 


fasteaciies toy What: giwotel targets. Maney back if not satlstied."Send only $2.45 olus 80c for | PELLETS 


potato pellets as far as . ce 
fifty feet—with more than] ate ITEM NO.646 TARGETS, 
three hundred shots from] = CUNPLETE SPECIAL INVESTIGATOR] FULL SIZE SKELETON 
. 2 single aolato. Absolutely IT : 
Dime-operateu one armed andit”} harmless “and never runs 5S A BADGE 4 CARRYING CASE 
eope gets) arcana” ce | pions a cama 7 FEET TALL 
Sime, pull handle. and reel spin like 3 . 
eel wee. Dies ae enorae EYES GLOW IN 
THROW YOUR VOICE ‘ THE DARK 
behind dots, Shere hg , This, 7 foot tall “Bo- 
Your mouth” cut of sight Fool NEY THE SKELETON" is 
Kine ent, tomy. Fee Scary enough at any time 
ook 6 ow te Become aYew Frese Orofessional type —but wait till you see him 
. Teast P yp 
Weighted : detective badge kit Horrible: en Satie 
Wristlets WORLDS UGLIEST HANDS and case includes an grandeur, eyes glowing 
dittpa Keaeyailvercd {ike fiery coals. Ifyou like 
Slip these knobby nickle badge for use en friends, this is for foul 
"paws" on and watch by private and special Or hang “Boney” in your 
your friends dis- investigators PLUS room or to liven up a par- 
appear. Ugh! They're Pele authentic-type case Y- No. F200 $1.00 
awful! If you're got [0 conta the minds a bodes off and I.D. Card, Impress 
the courage, maybe | Tang fee aa erlenan’at pr] YOU friends with this 
you can have fun(?) | tes esly teamed ttm the few] Official looking nov- 


: Boo. °25 Lessons in Hypnotism . ~ 
with them. elty. No.860...§2.75 == 
"Power Packed” Arm Builders : Ne, 7212 45e 
To Give you mighty stiking power Item No. 607... mT 
‘a aime yo wat out pecin edu FOAMING SUGAR 
Remar st nea hee ts FFE Looks ike real chew | Locks just ike re! surer, but Y ZG SUNPLISE PACKAGE 
SESE ecient A= ing guru tastes like | eoors ‘is ‘Maura aur but thats Piace on a chair — | Sepguiling to take 
‘ONIONS! It's too funny! ba Oe re Seal under a cushion, tell you what you get, 
4 § slices to a pack, . then watch the fun J but because you'rew, 
wi = wtien "someone sits | 8 ta rome, “wer 
down! It gives forth tye Jou. mare: than 


embarrassing noises 878 only 
MONEYMAKER Made of rubber. and x Se 
insert a biank piece of inflatable. A scream 


aber, turn the knob No. 247 50c 
‘and. OUT COMES A REAL (jetsam ber tt nts —— me od oy 


OOLLAR BILL! Insert the dol. § HONOR HOUSE PROD. CORP. DEPT.472GK97 
MUSCLES OF STEEL mead, Gananges '0 4 $5 135 WILBUR ST,, LYNBROOK, N.Y. 11563 
Results in just 30 days 35 1.25 g Rush me the items listed below. If | am not 100% satistie® 
Pocket tym. sips inches of ———— I may vetuen any part of my purchase afer 10 Says FREE 


‘muscle on your arms and torso S| | TRIAL for full refund of purchase price 
Gain the respect of your Trends MAGIC CARDS bef pe eindabeichl We cannot accept orders totaling less than $1,00, 


ithe adnitation of the gis, | O&K is marked and stripped Can i = 
ep rea. Fear no B04 a eb loa NAME & NUMBER OF ITEM [HOW MANY [TOTAL PRICE 
er oe eee inary deck with insti si 

3 


tons for 1 tei ks Ws AOD MTF An 
\\o INSTANT PETS ; - 


venewout [Ww mor vay sigo |e 9 se 

HORROR MASK 
‘This rubber mask | OVER 1000 FREE GIFTS ES 
tasaoterateaque YOURS FOR THE ASKING 

: t This miracle Book gives the What fun and laughs as you watch 
that it is sure | jdgresses of associations: tea your too full of Sea Monkeys obey) 
fo shake up the [tal agencies "and moult Bl | your comers, cance, to music, r 
CA coe deisel Meanie er ree BAO toop tre tgp A eis 188 add 256 to total eder for postage and handln 
Meeds barthe | NeRROUMIELUUNEG pee Show for the whoie family fer TOTAL AWOUNT ENcLoseD [TT 
Wereuele” cua fUcume ue suneey a | cots Si EE Frettuction sock, Hyawe 

Bae ace oy wee les OUD [ictte: Gos ten, yas GULL vee 

prowls again! [l0gate nme, wil ord you en eons AODRESS 2p 
No. 26W....$1.98 | cost. item 0c NOD FLS.cccececcssseseves$1.00° g NY State residents add state ana socal sales tax 
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An eerie uncanny narrative of. oriental rites that delve 
into unknown worlds. 
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Dreams of wealth turns into a bone-shattering frenzy of 
hate and murder under the spell of an evil cat. 
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Step into the future where treachery and electronic tor- 
ture is a way of life for the man who has everything. 
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Ona SMALL, pies GLAND TAWNCARERAIL 
WILKINS, THE Gi “GREAT GRAND rags TER 
OF ONE OF TE WITCHES BURNED 

SALEM EKES OUT A MEAGRE LING. me 


WHEW! IT'S SUCH A 
HOT DAY TO WORK 


FIRE THAT & 
BIT PLAYER! 


OH, A WHOLE 
DAYS 


NOW», NOW, DON'T 
MIND HER, Miss ! 
SYLVIA LAMODE is 
ATEMPERMENTAL 
ARTIST! HERE 
TAKE THIS AND 
FORGET ABOUT 


DON'T TRY AND 
BUY MY DIGNITY! 
TLLWEVER FORGET 

THAT SLAP. 
NEVER! 


SOME OAYS SEEM FULL OF BAD LUCK! 
THE SUN SHOULD HAVE BEEN 
BLACK THIS MORNING 
«+ NOT YELLOW.,, x 


IT. WAS YOUR FAULT! 
ANYONE COULD. 
SEE TH-- OUCH? _4 


DON'T DARE 
SPEAK TO ME 
THAT WAY... YOU... 

YOU TRASH? 


YOU'LL GET WO MORE 
WORK FROM ME/ 


THIEFS 
STOPS 


OH, EVIL DAY,,,ALL MY SAVINGS 
ARE GONE ID (S08- 508)-- 
THE BLACK GLOVES GRANNY 


BUT THE THIEF, IN RANSACKING ABEGAIL'S HOUSE, 
HAG TORN OPEN SECRETS THAT HAVE BEEN 
LONG BURIED INA MUSTY DIARY! 


GRANNY NEVER TOLD ME SHE HAD 
THIS OLB DIARY! IT MUST'VE BEEN 
GRANNY'S GRANDMOTHER WHO 
WROTE IT! IT SAYS THE BLACK 
GLOVES BELONG TOHER! = 


LEFT ME.,, SOB 


THESE OLD LETTERS AND DIARY ARE ALL THRU. t NINE RAT TAILS, FOUR EEL HEADS, 
FASCINATING.,, AND THOSE GLOVES ARE | THEN/IGHT | THIRTEEN SNAIL SHELLS,A GREEN 
SUPPOSED TO HAVE SOME SPECIAL 


SNAKE, SIX BLACK SPIDERS... 
POWER! THERE MUST BEA WAY E, ti 
TO GET THE GLOVES BACK... 


BY TAIL OF SNAIL AND HEAD OF 


FISH, COME AND TELL ME WHAT I 

WISH: BY BLOOD OF WORM AND 

BLOOD OF WEEVIL, COME AND 
TELL ME OF BLACK EVIL} 


fe so HEE-HEE! 
Ow MAP ri ABEGAIL WILKINS, 


THIS 1S ALL THE OKAY! HE LIVES IN 
MONEY T HAVE! THE BASEMENT 
IT'S YOURS IF "_\ 7 APARTMENT AT 
You CAN TELL ME) ( 13 BLEAK STREET... 
WHERE I CAN 
FIND WEASE! 

DOOLITTLE 


LOOK, I DON'T KNOW HOw NOTHING DOING! 

YOU GOT IN HERE,,,ANY- F WANT MY 
WAY, I'LL GIVE YOUA GLOVES?’ 
CONE REG BUCKS 


ALL RIGHT ry wegeel.) 
TIVE ci 


aay Gee VES. 


OBEY ME, ANCIENT 
HANOS! DO TO 
THIS FILTH WHAT 

HE WOULD DO 
0 ME! 


BLowLy, LEREN Tier, WITHA POWER NOT HIS LITTLE FOOL ,TO PIT YOUR 
WEASEL'S OWN HANDS CREEP To HIS MORTA LOWER AGAINST 


Sheer GRASPS IT AND SQUEEZES... 
AGHRRRRRHH! 


QUITE A PERFORMANCE! ALTHO ABEGAIL HARDLY REALIZES ITHER 
THAT MURDER SeeNe 


BRAIN HAS eroeye AGOILING POT OF 
IN THE LAST EL HAVE EWIL SCHEMES 
IS SPINE- GHLUNG! / 


Ghee » SYLVIA 


I REMEMBER ONCE, THE MANAGER ger 

ME THAT SYLVIA LAMODE HAD 

HANDLED WITH AID GLOVES! Ta A HA! ! 
WELL ELL / MaKe HER A PRESENT 


MAX, WILL YOU LOOK AT THAT'S NICE)| Wi7H GREAT | SAY, I HAVEN'T Berd ALL THE fy as 
THESE SENT THEM T meg sat BUT You A CHOK 


PLEASURE, 
A FAN SENT 


AND BEGGED TT BETTER 


AT? 
WEAR ‘THEM FoR TONIGHT'S J? HURRY... 
PERFORMANCE/ é 


eae @ae Gots 
BoeeoSeD TO ME CE. 
MURDER HIM 


BUT HE MURDERS 
HERS 


| 


THAT'S THE O00H!\T'S | 
MOST REALISTIC | “SO REAL 
MURDER SCENE 


VE EVER. 
WITNESSED! 


. S250 | 


W 


_\ 


WHAT HAVE 
Y BONES 


ap 
oz. 


LADIES AND Tye, 


\_ GENTLEMEN, /| AS. 
THERE'S 
BEEN A...4 


TERRIBLE 
ACCIDENT! 


= ~ g ——4 
SHANE, RAUBIENCE STANDS, AND FROM HIGH, 


RA BLOOD CHILLING CACKLE ! | 


£00K,,, UP 
THERE... THAT. 
GIRL». 


COME BACK TO ME, MY SOFT \ GN /BILL--wHAT WAS X EASY, JANE... YOURE 
BLACK LOVELIES // COME BACK... ) = THAT LEOMETHING | “JUST TUNPY TONIGHT, 
COME BACK IF BRUSHEO RIGHT AFT! WHAT. 
BYMY FACE! pal HAPPENED AT THE 
~ 


LIKE OMINOUS, DEADLY BIRDS oF PREY. | AMEANWAHILE...IN AN INSTITUTION sya | 
THE TWO BLACK KILLERS RETURN | SCREAMS INTO THE NIGHT in mA HERE SYLVIA 
TO THEIR MISTRESS..-- 3 


I--I DION'T WANT NOW, MIS. MOOE... You 
TO Kikk HIM... PAU SE MOE OL 
$-SOMETHING NoISE... 

MAGE ME 


THIS POOR 
CREATURE 
15 MAG? 


RICKIO, THE GREATIST MAGICIAN! HUMPHT YOU SEEM VERY 
WHY...WITH MAY HANDS, T COULD MAKE_/ | INTERESTED IN THE 
HIM LOOK SICK! POSTER, MISS! HOW 
WOULD YOU LIKE A 
JOB AS RICKIO'S 


ASSISTANT? 
HE NEEDS ONE! 


THIS ISTHE 
YOUNG LADY 
ITOLD You 


OH,Y! 


AND NOW,FROM 
THIS HAT, T WILL 
PRODUCE 4 RABBIT... 
I-I MEAN... 
SNAKES !/ 


H-HOW DID 
THIS HAPPEN? 


es— Wi. WHY, HE'S 
HOW Do. \ QUITE HANDSOME! 
UD Ler HA 


FOR THE FIRST TIME IN HER. COLD, UNEMOTIONAL 
LIFE, ABEGAIL FELT LOVE FOR A HUMAN BEING... 


BS? Cheese 

Nee 
TOGETHER ! PLEASE 
WEAR THESE? 


iD 
NO IDEA... 


BUT TH 
NaN 


GREATEST, 

MAGICIAN? 
HA! HA! 

WITH THOSE 


F-FOR MY FINAL 


IT 
ee OF THE 


iT! 
OLD BALPH 


ie 
HALEY, . 
Daim 


! WT BE! 
eye BEEN 
DEAD TWENTY 
WORLD CAN Bo. 

TWILL... os 


WHAT IN THE )/ WE CoME.,, 
WORLD, OF THE BLACK HA, 
CALLS US,,, WE 
C ay 
oO ; 


THE POWER VEN, PANDEMONIAN AB THE CROWD GOES BERSERK! 


LACK HAN 
OBEY!! 


(ABEGAIL! 01D YOU SEE IT? I KNEW MY YOUR GLoves?'say! YOU'RE A FooLl 
I'VE REACHED THE GREATEST /| GLOVES WOULD I TOLD YOU \T'S THE 
POWER OF ALL! Now I \ BANOS THAT DOIT!} THIS 


CAN RAISE THE DEAD? WOT THEGLOvEs!// \_ DISBELIEVER! 
I’M GREAT, Do YOU HEAR? ~ 
GREATS 


CHOKE HIM 


YOU'RE MAB ABEGAIL! L..D'VE LOST MY RICKIO! YOU HAVE THE 
YOU SEE, NOTHING HAS POWER} IT... IT'S POWER OF THE BLACK 
HAPPENED: YOU MIGHT BECAUSE IT LET HANDS NOW! You 
MYSELF LOVE YOU,,|| AALIST TAKE ME 
IT HAS BROKEN My }| WITH YOU! BUT T 
POWER OVER CAN'T STOP Now 
Evil THAT I HAVE KNOWN 
WHAT POWER IS/ 


THERE WAG LITTLE ABEGAIL COULD DO! THE GLOVES 
REFUSED TO OBEY HER! THEN, ONE NIGHT,.., 


RICKIO, NOT SO CLOSE... 
YOU'RE FRIGHTENING 


Gur LITTLE 00ES RICKIO KNOW THE POWER OF 


GAIL ,..Zere .I KNEW (COUGH, 
OID OWN WISHES OVER THE POWER OF His HANDS] ABEGAIL Z| \/ Fist Mtl 
HE PICKS UP THE RAZOR SHARP KNIFE, WHIPS f 
BACK HIS ARM, AND THROWS... 


D ir 
ENO THIS... (EougH) 
0! SOME WAY! acl WISHED ME. 
THING MADE }/ DEAD... I KNOW! THE 
Gan ERS aLack Ages Be Bee 


QUICK, RICKIO.,. ALL RIGHT, RICKIO,.. THE 
GET A DA. WANTS TO SEE you. 
DOCTOR, FOR THE MURDER OF 

ABEGAIL WILKINS, 


AT 
ANYTHING HAPPENS 
TO HER IT WOULD 
BE YOUR FAULT! 


2 NEEDLE AND 
READ SEEM 


THI 
HARMLESS ENOUGH. 
BUT THEY CAN BE- 


QMoRE THAN HALF A CENTURY AGO, CALEB WILKS HE-HEH-HEE! THERE! T'LL NEVER 

AND JEREMIAH BRANT WERE PARTNERS IN A HAVE TO HEAR YOU AGAIN, YOU 

SMALL TAILOR-SHOP.. PARTNERS. ..BUT NEVER OLD WRETCH! AND THE SHOP 
FRIENDS! 1S ALL MINE/MINE...! 


AND LATE . @ T MAY YOU REST 
THAT NIGHT, |g ; IN PEACE, 
: Ugh JEREMIAH! HEE- 


THE 
FIENDISH 
TAILOR, 

BURIES HIS 
MURDERED 


PARTNER 

BEHIND THEIR 
TAILOR 
SHOR...! 


[AFTER COMPLETING HIS NEFARIOUS WORK, 7 SLEEP WELL, JEREMIAH!"....IF CALEB HAD ONLY 4 
CALEB RETURNS TO THE SHOP AND WORKS: KNOWN THAT HIS DEAD, DEPARTED PARTNER 
FAR INTO THE NIGHT... WASN'T SLEEPING ATALL / 
ENOUGH FOR ONE 
NIGHT! I'LL HAVE MORE SEWING TO BE DONE, AND 
OW ON... ¥ MUCH OF IT MINE! I SHALL 
DO IT, CALEB! YOU SHALL 


YES, MRS.THOMAS! MY....HOW NICE! WHA....! 
COAT READY, \ I HAVE IT RIGHT COAT,../ IT'S ALIVE! IT’S 
STRANGE...! I MUST HAVE MR. WILKS Fe] STRANGLING ME... 
DONE THEM AND FORGOT- 
TEN...YES, THAT'S IT/ 


GALES WOULD HAVE BEEN 
SHOCKED HAD HE WITNESSED 
THE HORRIBLE SCENE THAT 
TRANSPIRED AT THE THOMAS: 
HOME. SHOCKED BUT NO 
MORE SO THAN THE DOOMED 


[NIEWS OF MRS. THOMAS! DEATH SWEEPS THE LITTLE 
HAMLET....! = 


IT CERTAINLY 
SEEMS STRANGE- 


AAAGGHHE... 


AND THE FOLLOWING DAY, BEATH ONCE 


AGAIN STRIKES FIENDISH/LY../ 
- = THE COAT:-! 
YES, HE...! IT'S AILLING 


WHEN NEWS OF THE SECOWO HORRIBLE ! iT Be! 
AND MYSTERIOUS DEATH SPREADS....(T se Weover 
BECOMES THE TOPIC OF MUCH FRIGHTENED i 
CONVERSATION AND CONJECTURE / 


IT WAS THE Y HOW COULD A 
!THE \ COAT STRANGLE CALEB WILKS IS IN 
a LEAGUE WITH THE 


SHE STRICKEN TAILOR RUSHES BACK TO THE SHOP, 
UNABLE TO EXPLAIN THE S7eeNGr TURN OF 


+ VERE... JEREMIAH... 
IT CAN'T BE.. 


YOU... YOU'RE 
DEAD, I 
KILLED ‘YOU... 


BUT IT/S ME, CALEB! 

TI HAVE RETURNED To HELP 
YOU WITH YOUR WORK | 
HA-HA-HA..../ 


QMADDENED WITH FEAR, THE HYSTERICAL CALEB 
RUSHES WILDLY FROMTHE SHOPAND ITS 
GHASTLY VISITOR...TO JEREMIAH'S GRAVE | 


fl t MUST SEE... HE'S GOT 
TO BE HERE! HE MUST 
BE. WITHIN ! - 


YOU ARE STILL HERE JEREMIAH! WHAT WAS 
TIN FEAR OF/ IT WAS MY IMAGINATION... ! 
THAT'S IT! A HALLUCINATION ! 


BUT. THE NEXT DAV, DEATH AGAIN STRIKES...) 


AAGHHRRR--! THE COAT...! IT'S CALEB 
en WILKS! COAT !! HELP... 


SIHE NORMALLY TRANQUIL COMMUNITY IS AROUSED 
TO DRASTIC ACTION BY THIS THIRD HIDEOUS DEATH... 


CALEB'S A WITCH! YY es...BErOREY LET'S he 


LSAY LET'S HE GETS US! | THE DEVIL 
. GET HIM! : 1 fps Due! 


ENO WHAT WAS'A DISORGANIZED, FEARFUL =| (HIG ONE THIS BUTTON.../ 
GROUP, |S TRANSFORMED INTO A VICIOUS IT WASN'T HERE 
MO6G....BENT UPON RETRIBUTION...! 


THEY. .THEY’RE COMING FOR ME! 
THEY THINK Z'M RESPONSIBLE 
FOR THOSE DEATHS / 


SHOULDERS 
AND 
STARTS 
FOR THE 
REAR f 


(T'S JEREMIAH'S WORK...! AND AS THE SHOP IS TRANSFORMED INTO A RAG- 
THIS CLOAK...I-I'M, (NG |NFERNO, IT BECOMES THE FUNERAL PYRE 
FOR CALEB WILKS, WHO THOUGHT THAT A CRIME 


BEING STRANGLED ! 
AAARGGHHRR...1) | COULD BE BURIED FOREVER INTHE GRAVE. 


STRANGE...! DOESN’T 
THAT SOUND LIKE OLD 
JEREMIAH LAUGHING 

INSIDE! 


THYAMPIFE 


(LITTLE DID AL DESMOND KNOW HE WOULD BE IN A TERRIFYING WEB OF MYSTERY WHEN HE TOOK HIS 
FIANCEE ON AN OUTING TO A TRAVELING CIRCUS THAT HAD COME TOTOWN! BUT THE HORRIBLE FATE THAT 
‘OVERTOOK HIM MIGHT OVERTASE ANYONE ---UNLESS AL DESMOND'S STRANGE STORY IS HEEDED/ 


THE VAMPIRE LOCKED 
HIMELE IN THE MANAGER'S 
HUT! GOON, BREAK 

(Tv DOWN! 


‘To the editor, : 
This letter is being writen 


byacreature who was oncea 
‘numan Known as AL Desmond, 

and tim addressing it to you 
yecause onlyatrue believer 
would print my story as a 


“T DIDN'T BELIEVE IN PALMISTRY, BUT THERE 
WAS SOMETHING FASCINATING PECL ON 
LE 


7 
READ YOUR : : j 
FORTUNE ? OH, DARLING --- SHE'S Peet TE 
YOUR PALM, ZA NOTHING BUTA FRAUD! Side isl 
LS ALL! ! 


PALMISTRY IS NONSENSE ONLY 
TO FOOLS--AND I CAN SEE 

THAT YOU ARE NO FOOL. MAY 
I EXAMINE YOUR HAND ? 


FEY, WHAT'S 
WRONG 7 


you WILL I..../(LL I FORBID YOU | L INTEND TO FIND. 


LEARN THE \BE HERE... OUT WHAT ELSE SHE 
ANSWER Set, THAT...THAT / HAS TO TELL ME-- 
AND A LOT | MIDNIGHT! AND NOTHING YOU CAN 
MORE. ..IF YOU SAY WILL CHANGE MY 

COME TO MY MIND, LOUISE! 
| TENT AT 


MIDNIGHT. 


AAS MIDNIGHT STRUCK, I MADE MY WAY TO 
DESMODA'S TENT... 


1 AM A VAMP/RE--- OF THE SPECIES 
DESMODA/ MOST PEOPLE WHOSE NAMES 
ARE SIMILAR TO DESMODA HAVE A 

HISTORY OF VAMPIRISM IN THEIR, 

FAMILIES! 


SOMEONE LIKE YOU FOR A 

LONG TIME ---AND 4T LAST 
I HAVE FOUND SOMEONE 
OF MY OWN KIND/ 


NC WAIT--ILL PROVE IM \ 
A VAMPIRE! IILL PRO. 
INTO A VAMPIRE, 
I'LL PRONOUNCE 
TH 


IE WORD, 
CHANGE INTO MY VAMPIRE *DESMODAY! 
STATE! BUT YOU MUST 
PROMISE TO CHANGE ME 
BACK BY. PRONOUNCING 
THE WORD ‘DESMODAN/ 


I....'D BETTER 
GET_OUT OF 
HERE ---FAST! 


IT....IT'S CORNERED ME! I'D BETTER. 


CHANGE HER BACK INTO HER HUMAN . 
+ DESMODA! 


Y-YES, I DO! BUT HOW DID THE SECRET WAS PASSED DOWN FROM 

YOU FIND THE SECRET OF GENERATION TO GENERATION! BUT WHEN MY 

TRANSFORMING YOURSELF LAST LIVING RELATIVE ---DIED RECENTLY, I 
INTO A VAMPIRE ? STARTED LOOKING FOR ANOTHER VAMPIRE! 

I HAD TO FIND ONE, BECAUSE WHEN I 

CHANGE INTO A VAMPIRE, I LOSE THE 

POWER OF HUMAN SPEECH.... 


fama 


| 3 ¢ THERE ARE OTHER SIGNS! 


THAT WAS WHY I HAD TO FIND SOMEONE Wy FOUR FINGERS OF YOUR HAND | 
WHO WOULD CHANGE ME BACK INTO MY HAVE ELONGATED BONES--- 
| HUMAN FORM AFTER MY VAMPIRISH 
ORGIES! AND I FOUND You! AND FREE! IT'S SIMILAR 
. Say TO A BAT'S HAND! 


Ae i) 
Ws f)) 


AND NOW, WHILE I CHANGE INTO MY 
YES, THOSE ARE THE HANDS VAMPIRE FORM, YOU WILL REMAIN IN YOUR. 


MY HANDS 


ARE UNUSUAL../ I'VE BEEN HOPING TO SEE HUMAN FORM SO THAT YOU CAN CHANGE 

.--.BUT I EVER SINCE I BECAME A ME BACK TO A HUMANL....AND THEN I WILL 
NEVER. PALMIST! DO THE SAME FOR YOu! 

THOUGHT THEY 

WERE THE 


HANDS OF A 
VAM: 


LL NEVER JOIN Y FOOL! 1 CAN CHANGE 
YOU IN SUCH A —\ YOU INTO ONE INSTANT 
FIENDISH PARTNER-) LY BY PRONOUNCING 

SHIP--I'LL NEVER / THE WORD BACK- 
CHANGE INTO WARDS!,..SUBOMSED/ 
A VAMPIRE! 


IN YOU, BUT YOU'LL LOSE THEM AS SOON AS 
YOU TASTE THE BLOOD OF YOUR FIRST 

VICTIM! THEN YOU'LL BE A FULLFLEDGED 
VAMPIRE LIKE ME! 


OT DIDNT MATTER, WHETHER OR NOT I EVER. 
ASSUMED HUMAN FORM AGAIN! ALL THAT 
MATTERED WAS THAT I HAD 7O KILL....K/ZL... 


KILL 


\M DEFENSELESS 
AGAINST YOU IN MY. 

HUMAN FORM....BUT 
NOT IN MY VAMPIRE 
FORM... ADOMSED/ 


(AND THE NEXT INSTANT 1 WAS A VAMPIRE, | 
WITH A HORRIBLE THIRST FOR BLOOD!* 


NOW YOU'RE IN MY 
POWER BECAUSE I'M THE 
ONLY ONE WHO CAN MAKE 
YOU HUMAN AGAIN/ 


BACK, YOU FOOL! IF ANYTHING HAPPENS 
TO ME, YOU'LL MEVER BE RESTORED 
TO HUMAN FORM! 


i 


"IL LEAPED ON HER, BUT IT WAS TOO LATE --FOR 
SHE HAD ALREADY CHANGED INTO A VAMPIRE ! 
THEN BEGAN A BATTLE TO THE DEATH! 


4... BATTLE WHICH Z WON, THANKS TO MY 
GREATER WEIGHT AN! ENGTH!* 


“(BUT NOW THAT L HAD SLAIN MY FIRST VICTIM, 
MY APPETITE FOR BLOOD WAS WHETTED--AND 
UNABLE TO CONTROL MYSELF I FLEW OFF IN 
SEARCH OF OTHER VICTIMS!’ 


NS 


EZ 


i= 
“THE SHRIEKS OF MY DYING VIC— ‘IL BARRED THE DOOR, KNOWING I 
TIMS AROUSED THE ENTIRE CIRCUS..| | COULD ONLY POSTPONE My’ 
«DESPERATELY I SOUGHT DOOM---AND MY ONLY CHANCE 
FOR ATONEMENT WAS 70 WRITE 
A LETTER OF WARNING TO THE 
THERE HE 

GOES ---INTO THE 
MANAGER'S 

HUT! 


THERE'S THE Y BULLETS CAN'T HURT 


AND THIS POINTED 
WENT RIGHT DEAL WITH A VAMPIRE--- | TENT POLE MAKES 
THROUGH THE AND THAT'S TO PIERCE 
VAMPIRE, AND HIS HEART WITH A 
IT'S STILL ; WOODEN STAKE ! 


A] 
STRANGES EVER READ! 
THATS THE END OF) (Arver WE WILE Fee ees WHEE Ire OR. 
THAT VAMPIRE! | KNOW! HE SEEMS TO |/ NoT BUT THE LEAST I CAN DO IS SEND ITON 
GUESS WELL NEVER | HAVE LEFTALETTER || SO AT ne KonoT Z CAN DO 16 SENG ITON 
inperasnae acu CARING Uaioe JUST IN CASE THE STORY /5 TRUE! 
( Was 
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@ It was bitterly cold. Kito, in 
his light garment of red Lhassa 
cloth, was shivering, His fingers, 
which he kept dipping in cold 
water lest the slightest warmth 
from them dissolve the half- 
frozen butter he was molding, 
were stiff and numb. He was 
tired, too. Since daybreak he had 
been working, without stopping 
even to eat, on the butter likeness 
of the Jewel of the Lotus, the 


‘patron goddess of the lamasery, 


that was to be used in tonight's 
ceremonial feast in her honor. 

The chanting-hall where he 
worked was almost in darkness. 
Through the numerous red-lac- 
quered pillars the gilded image of 
the God of Learning glowed dully. 
The high ceiling, covered -with 
ceremonial umbrellas that sway- 
ed with ghostly quietness in the 
cold, draft, oppressed him with its 
mysterious imminence. A sudden 
flash of the sun, that died away 
slowly like the last spurt of flame 
from a burnt-out log, reminded 
the young artist that the light of 
day was almost spent. 

He sighed and reluctantly driec 
his frozen fingers on his red gown 
It would be better not to work any 


longer; in the obscurity he might 
destroy the delicate likeness. The 
panel, though, had been actually 
finished for some time, Kito had 
continued working on it because 
he was loath to surrender the 
image until the last minute, add- 
ing a bit of color here and there, 
breathing the likeness into life. 
The young lama smiled to himself 
in the semi-darkness. All would 
exclaim when they gazed at the 
panel how beautiful was the Jewel 
of the Lotus ; but Kito alone would 
know that it was not at the god- 
dess’s likeness they were gazing 
with so great admiration and awe, 
but at the image of the young 
forest girl he had seen down by 
the river... . 

He rose from his bench and 
went to the tall window where 
he stood, slender and still, gazing 
down from the ridgy eminence of 
the lamasery terrace with dark, 
brooding eyes. The valley, shim- 
mering with golden lights against 
a black sunset, stretched before 
him. Kito loved the wild forest 
with its precious woods and fero- 
cious animals and profound es- 
sence. Even now, when winter had 
bared its gnarled poplars, and 
stripped the thinly laid bark from 
its birches, and driven its animals 
mad with hunger, Kito knew the 
fragrance and melodiusness and 
wild beauty of the forest... . 
There, beyond the trees, lay the 
river like a yellow snake asleep, 
its cascades in the distance like 
gleaming scales. 

At this crepuscular hour the 
women would be carrying water 
in their buckets up to the village 
of Tao, between the river and the 
lamasery. Perhaps she ‘would be 
there, his slim-limbed forest girl 
of the translucent skin. He could 
still see her as he had seen her 
down there by the river, in her 
peasant garment of a single 


sheep-skin. She was not more than 
sixteen, but strong and sturdy, a 
beautiful bud that would open 
with the warm breath of desire. 
She had smiled at him, her white 
teeth flashing, her dark skin show- 
ing the rose of health beneath, 
her eyes, under their black lashes, 
like purple wine. 

He had smiled back then, too 
timid to speak to her. Then she 
had sped away like a mountain 
goat, her dark hair flying in the 
wind, leaving behind her a vivid- 
ness like that of the sun on the 
burnished neck and _ brilliant 
plumes of a gorgeous bird, or of 
the changing colors of a living 
prismatic gem. 

He had not seen her again. The 
next day Wung-Ko, the Grand 
Lama, had ordered him to begin 
work on the panel of the Jewel 
of the Lotus, the largest and most 
important of all the butter panels 
for the feast: work that had kept 
Kito all day for a month in the 
cold, dark chanting-hall. But he 
had kept the forest girl’s memory 
by molding her likeness instead of 
the goddess’s in the butter panel. 
And yet, the apostasy had not 
been altogether intentional, for 
his eyes, having rested with desire 
on the forest girl, henceforth saw 
only her face in the mass of stiff 
butter where even the. jealous 
Jewel’s likeness was obliterated. 

There was a sudden rustling at 
the door and a flash of bright light 
as someone pushed through. the 
heavy silk curtain. “What, Kito, 
dallying? Do you know that the 
hour of the feast draws near?” 
It was Wung-Ko, the Grand Lama, 
speaking in his deep, bass voice. 

“The panel is finished, my 
father,” said Kito. He came from 
the window back to his butter 
panel. 

Wung-Ko raised the lamp he 
was carrying and gazed intently 


at the image. The four delicate 
hands, the small feet, set like the 
petals of a clover leaf, the large, 
pointed ears, were surely those of 
the Jewel of the Lotus. But that 
thin, oval face, with its peach- 
bloom, its upturned, mocking 
mouth, and great, lustrous eyes, 
could only be that of a beautiful, 
sensual creature. 

“Tt is very beautiful,” said 
Wung-Ko finally, lowering the 
butter lamp, “but were it a like- 
ness of the goddess it would be 
more useful.” His voice was 
smooth and silky, but there was 
in it a profound knowledge of the 
ways of men. 

“Must art then be useful, my 
father?” asked Kito eagerly. 

“That,” said the Grand Lama, 
“Gs its function. There are those 
of the faithful who would believe 
that this image is the Jewel her- 
self.” 

Kito made a gesture of anger. 
“But it is merely the work of my 
hands! There is no breath in it!” 

“You weary yourself with the 
vanity of words,” said Wung-Ko 
loftily. “Does your limited intel- 
ligence rise above the phenomenon 
of the God of Learning?” He mo- 
tioned towards the gilded idol that 
shone malignantly in the far end 
of the hall. 

“What profits the graven image 
that the maker hath graven it?” 
muttered the young artist. Yet, 
despie his stubbornness he was 
puzzled and frightened. 

“There is much in what you 
say,” said Wung-Ko _ softly, - 
“—much heresy.” He was gazing 
intently at Kito. There was some- 
thing in the boy’s wide-set, brood- 
ing eyes—a sad yearning to clothe 
all nature with the attributes of - 
an artistic soul, that would allure 
many women—women puzzled to 
know whether it was the soul or 
the body they were seeking. Ah, 
such a fascination was not for & 
lama, a celibate destined to serve, 
spiritually one woman, the Jewel 
of the Lotus. . . . Wung-Ko sud- 
denly moved towards the door. 
“T shall send those who will re- 
move this likeness not of the 
Jewel,” he said. 

Kito stood quite still staring at 
the swaying curtains that had 
fallen behind the Grand Lama. 
Had he offended Wung-Ko’s reli- 
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gious sensibilities? Or worse still, 
had he sinned against the gods 
themselves? The punishment for 
heresy was so cruel and severe 
that. the lamas discussed it in 
whispers: not only was it the 
penalties of men, but the more 
subtle and pitiless vengeance of 
the gods. Poor Kito, who had 
merely glimpsed intellectual 
emancipation, could only shudder. 
He almost ran after Wung-Ko 
from the dark chanting-hall. 

On the terrace all was con- 
fusion. Lights were flashing ev- 
erywhere. Some of the lamas were 
running about talking excitedly, 
while others were raising color- 
ful banners, or fastening butter 
panels to wooden frames so they 
could be hoisted on high spots. 
The young man’s heart gave a 
quick beat. Perhaps the forest girl 
- would be here! If she came he 
would speak to her; would tell her 
that at last he was free to meet 
her on the morrow by the river! 

Hurrying -by the yamen, the 
Grand Lama's residence, and the 
House of Recompense of Kind- 
ness, Kito entered the Temple. It 
was his task to fill every evening 
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the butter lamps and water bowls 
before the great gilded clay Bud- 
dha and the numerous brass 
images. 

As he worked he thought of 


-her, the forest girl. Soon it would 


be Spring, when, on account of 
the heat, it would not be possible 
to make butter images. The court- 
yard would be gay with peonies 
and lilacs; the forest he loved 
would be green and glad, and the 
mountains soft and blue and 
friendly. Together, he and the 
forest girl would walk beside the 
yellow river. He would tell her 
that he only wore the red dress; 
that in his heart he was not a 
lama but a man, though little 
older than herself, to whom life 
meant love. He would tell her how 
he had never wanted to be a lama: 
his parents having brought him to 
lamasery when he was a child. 
Growing up without the strong 
physique needed for more arduous 
work, or without a heavy, virile 
voice for the chanting, he had 
been given the most obscure of 
occupations in the lamasery — 
molding butter panels for the 
feasts. Yet, he had been content 


withal until he had seen the for- 
est girl; then everything was 
changed. Now that his eyes were 
only for her, it seemed that 
through them all else was dif- 
ferent: the lamasery drab and 
monotonous, the lamas dull and 
ignorant, and the gods themselves 
petty and exacting. 

What if he did adjure his vows? 
He would only follow the example 
of other lamas—some said, of 
Wung-Ko himself—who, if they 
were celibates, were also men, 
men of the soil, very human; al- 
though they were careful to teach 
the people that their pristly com- 
mission was inherent and not de- 
pendent on their private virtues. 
The forest girl, too, was of the 
soil, the rich earth whence spring 
the rarest flowers which even in 
their full beauty are dependent 
on the soil for life: so that she 
would understand when he clasp- 
ed her in his arms to mingle her 
flowery breath with his... . 

“Ts, then, your breath so sweet 
that the gods welcome it?” 

Kito started violently and drop- 
ped the water bowl he was clean- 
ing, the clash reverberating 
through the stillness of the temple 
with terrifying distinctness. The 
voice was hardly more than a 
whisper, yet sweet and clear. He 
had been so engrossed with his 
thoughts that he had not heard 
anyone enter the Temple. He peer- 
ed about the great room whose 
walls and ceilings were almost 
hidden with multi-colored flags 
and gorgeously colored strips of 
silk. “Who is it?” he called shrilly. 

There was no answer. 

The young artist’s hands began 
to tremble violently. Even though 
the images could not speak, still 
there were the spirits of the 
righteous which must come to the 
Temple to worship the gods. The 
old lamas sometimes related awe- 
somely how as neophytes they had 
heard Voices in the Temple when 
they had thoughtlessly offended 
the gods. Kito passed a shaking 
hand over his damp brow. What 
had he done? Ah!—his breath! 

A terrible chill of fear began to 
steal slowly up his spine. He had - 
forgotten the ritual of putting a 
cloth over his niouth to keep from 
defiling the images! He wiped his 
damp forehead with the sleeve of 
his gown and glanced about fear- 


fully. In the darkness of the 
Temple the flickering of the butter 
lamp was like the darting anger 
from a god’s eye. Surely, though, 
formalities were nothing to the 
gods—they to whom all earthly 
acts were mere accidents, and to 
whom love was a Person! 

. Kito staggered to his feet. He 
had worked enough for tonight. 
On his way out, he stopped be- 
fore the great brazier that glowed 
in the center of the Temple to 
drop some lumps of perfumed 
charcoal on the fire as a votive 
offering. Was it imagination, or 
did he hear—seemingly coming 
from the left of the golden altar 
dossalled with heavy yellow silk, 
where was the shrine of the Jewel 
of the Lotus—a soft, laughing 
sound, such as the north wind 
makes in the Fall when it comes 
te begin its cruel work of destruc- 
tion? 

In the refectory an elderly lama 
remarked to the young artist that 
he seemed pale and tired. Kito 
did not reply. He scarcelyl touched 
his supper of butter, tea, and 
barley-flour, and, rising, made his 
way to the courtyard. The huge 
butter panels were now in place, 
set in wooden frames hung on 
their strong, lofty posts. Butter 
Jamps, ranged on shelves before 
the images, illumined them with 
a brilliant, white light. The bright 
colors of the panels made a glow- 
ing splash against the night sky. 

The lamas guarding the crowds 
were having difficulty in keeping 
the undisciplined people of that 
part of the courtyard reserved for 
the panels, the lamas, the notables, 
and the ceremonies. Armed with 
heavy sticks, they were beating 
the trespassers unmercifully. 

Kito ran over to the edge of the 
‘enclosure. “Why beat them for 
their zeal?” he cried indignantly 
to one of the guards. 

The big lama rested his arm. 
“Discipline must be maintained, 
oh artist.” 

“They know no discipline,” said 
Kito warmly, “they who are 
simple children of the grass- 
lands.” 

“Like the goats,” said the guard 
laughingly. Nevertheless, he good- 
naturedly desisted in the punish- 
ment. 

It was then that Kito caught a 
glimpse of the forest girl near the 
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edge of the surging, giggling, 
shrieking crowd. Her starry eyes 
were fixed upon the young artist 
with a look half sensual, half 
adoring. The blood rushed 
through Kito’s body in quick 
surges. For an instant his timidity 
was gone, consumed in the ele- 
mental exaltation that gripped 
him. “Tomorrow at sunrise?” he 
murmured. The girl nodded, her 
eyes very bright. No one else had 
understood. 

In a daze, Kito made his way 
back to join the red-robed lamas 
who sat in long rows before the 
butter panels. The singers were 
beginning to chant in deep voices 
to the accompaniment of drums. 
The great feast had commenced! 
Sitting quietly in his place, Kito 
raised his eyes, so full of the 
forest girl’s sensual loveliness, to 
the brightly illumined butter 
panel in which her image had 
supplanted that of the Jewel. 

“Ah!” He clutched at his red 
gown, and his eyes dilated with 
horror. Something frightful had 
happened! That frowning brow, 
that small pinched mouth—they 
were not the‘features of the forest 
girl but of the Jewel herself! Was 
it the weird effect of the butter 
lamps or of his fervered imagina- 
tion? A sharp cry of fear escaped 
from his wide-open mouth. 

There was a terrific blast from 
the numerous trumpets on the 
‘roof of the Temple. The notables 
were arriving: first the Prince, 
gorgeous in his heavy silks, and 
then the Living Buddha, swaddled 
in stiffly embroidered vestments. 
Both in turn kotowed low to the 
butter panels, and took their 
places on a dais in a reserved 
place. The lamas rose and ko- 
towed, and sitting down again, 
resumed their chant which grad- 
ually became louder and more 
sonorous, 

Kito, his thin face with terror, 
sat huddled over, staring at the 
ground, not daring to lift his eyes 
to the transformed face on his 
panel. There were renewed blasts 
from the trumpets, and_ the 
dancers, hideous in their colored 
masks, entered the courtyard and 
began to gyrate with uncouth 
abandon. Something in their ugly 
masks stirred a faint hope in the 
young artist’s breast: perhaps the 
lamas, angry because the Jewel’s 


likeness was not in the panel, had 
themselves changed the face! 

Kito raised his eyes eagerly, 
and slowly they distended with 
horror as he gazed at the image. 
The face was no longer that of 
the goddess, but that of the forest 
girl as he had carved it! He sank 
forward with a moan. Now he 
was certain that the Jewel was 
angry. Oh, what would she do now 
to punish the profane eyes which 
he had let wander from her sacred 
beauty to sensual worship? 

He was aroused by a strong 
grip on his shoulder. “Arise, little 
artist,” said Wung-Ko’s deep 
voice. “A great honor has befallen 
you. As a reward for beautifying 
her on the panel, the Jewel of the 
Lotus has been pleased to elect 
you as presiding lama of the great 
feast.” 

Kito’s body grew suddenly rigid. 
“But I cannot!” he cried pas- 
sionately. Surely the Jewel had 
some ulterior design: she could 
not mean to honor him thus, in 
view of his apostasy! “I—I am 
not worthy,” he stammered. 

“Who are you to contest the 
will of the Jewel?” demanded 
Wung-Ko sternly. “Lots were 
cast, and she had elected you. Add 
not to your heresy, and follow 
ine.” 

The’ authority of the lots—the 
oracle through which the gods 
voiced their desires—was infal- 
lible and final. The shivering 
young artist had no recourse but 
to obey. He rose to his feet, his 
legs trembling so that he could 
scarcely stand, and followed 
Wung-Ko across the courtyard. 
He strained his eyes to get a 
glimpse-of the forest girl, as if 
desperately seeking something 
real—an image of her, truer than 
the delusion he had created in but- 
ter—to take with him he knew 
not where. ... 

At the far end of the courtyard 
Wung-Ko stopped and briefly ex- 
plained to the half-dazed boy the 
duties of the presiding lama. They 
were simply to build a fire and, at 
the proper time, to produce an ex- 
plosion wherein the evil spirits 
should be exorcised. There was 
no danger if the presiding lama 
was nimble—and, of course, if the 
gods were favorable to him and 
protected him frém the enraged 
evil spirits, as they must certainly 
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be towards one whom they select- 
ed by the sacred lots. 

Under the Grand Lama’s direc- 
tions Kito built in the courtyard 
a small fireplace of stones, and lit 
a fire of dried chips. On top of the 
fire was placed a great copper 
kettle filled with vegetable oil. 

The chanting of the lamas grew 
in volume and passion as the fire 
gained in intensity, The mob 
moved and sighed in unison. 
Above the weird, strained noise 
the Grand Lama’s voice was heard 
raised in prayer, coercing evil de- 
mons into a bit of triangular 
paper he held in his hands. His 
heavy voice trembled with emo- 
tion as he pronounced the doom 
of heretics and unbelieving 
monks. Kito was numb with fright 
when an old lama brought a piece 
of yellow silk and proceeded to 
wind it on his right hand. The 
Grand Lama fixed the paper, into 
which he had coerced the demons, 


upon a long, forked stick. All the 
lamas except Kito stepped back 
from the fire. 

The next instant the vegetable 
oil in the kettle boiled over and 
caught fire. As if greedy to lick 
the air, the bright flames leaped 
up, to be driven by the wind into 
obscurity with a shower of sparks. 
The chanting of the lamas was 
now a weird howling. The crowd 
wailed and screamed. The cere- 
monial offering at the presiding 
lama was at hand. 

Someone thrust into Kito’s 
trembling hand ‘a bow! filled with 
sulphur, salt, and red wine. With 
a sudden shrill exclamation of 
warning, the Grand Lama thrust 
the triangular paper at the end 
of his long stick into the flames. 
At the same instant Kito ran close 
to the fire and flung the contents 
of his bow] into the roaring mass. 

There was a sharp, blinding ex- 
plosion. A high blue flame spurted 


upward, and all the bad luck and 
demons that had been coerced into 
the-paper disappeared at once in 
smoke. ... 

The furious beating of the 
drums, the shrill blaring of the 
trumpets, the howling of the 
lamas, and the screaming of the 
people, drowned Kito’s cry of 
agony as he fell clasping his hands 
to his tortured eyes. It was both a 
cry of farewell and of greeting: 
farewell to the girl of the forest 
who would- vainly await him on 
the morrow by the river bank as 
the light grew and the wind whis- 
pered in the foliage and the evap- 
orating moisture gathered like a 
bloom on the feathery fronds; 
greeting to the memory of all her 
unimaginable grace and loveliness 
and joy, that, as a newfound im- 
age, went to dwell with him on 
the vast plain of everlasting twi- 
light where even the likeness of a 
goddess was invisible. e 


DREAMS OF WEALTH AND SUCCESS TURN INTOA FIENDISH BLOODY NIGHTMARE FOR NIGHT CLUB OWNER, 
PHIL HART EEN HE wack 5 


p ANOTHER NIGHT 
IN THIS DUMP! I = 
DION'T MAKE ENOUGH 
FOR THE LIGHTS! 
IW LICKED! MY LAST 
CENT WENT INTO 
THIS DEAL! 


YOU LOOK LIKE YOU'RE IN A JAM TOO, . IF I COULD HIRE A HEADLINE AcT 
KITTY! I'LL TAKE YOU HOME ANO j : UKE THIS DANCER, GATA, THE CAT 
GIVE YOU SOME MILK! ao GIRL....BUT HER FEE! GUESS LL HIT 


/_LOUGHT TO HAVE MY HEAD 
EXAMINED WORRYING ABOUT A 
CAT! A CRAZY ANIMAL--JUMPING: 


YEAH---THERE'S 
SOMETHING At 
COUNTRY, THATMEY OUT OF THE CAR THAT WAY! HERE, 


COME BACK HERE! 


NO USE LOOKING FOR THE CAT! ? i/ SAAY! YOURE GATA, 
MAYBE SHE'S GOOD RIDDANCE! THE DANCER! HOW IN THE 
¥ \ WORLD DID YOU GET HERE? 
AH--ER--IIM PHIL HART! 


I SAW YOUR 
CAT RUNNING INTO 
THE WOODS! IM AFRAID 
SHE WON'T COME BACK! 


OF course, I 


1 FREQUENTLY WANDER OFF By IYGELE! IF YOURE 
ING ‘, “tae! of 
oe eee Nok CAD ane ae DON'T WANT YOU TO THINK WILL AR. HART! 


IM FORWARD, GATA....BUT, I YOU'RE DOING 
OWN A NIGHT CLUB! IT'S GOING ON ME A FAVOR! 
THE ROCKS BECAUSE L CAN'T THE PERCENTAGE 
AFFORD GOOD TALENT! WOULD YoU 
CONSENT TO DANCE THERE FOR A. 
WHILE FOR A PERCENTAGE OF 


PREFER RIDING IN YOUR CAR THAN IN THE BUS 


LETIS SAY IM 
HELPING A FRIEND 


‘WEEKS: LATER, GATA'S SENSATIONAL DANCING |S A TRE- I'VE HEARD FUNNY STORIES 

MENDOUS DRAWING CARD, THE CLUB IS PACKED EVERY NIGHT... ABOUT HER! LIKE SHE EATS 
VERY LITTLE BUT HAS A 
SAUCER OFMILKIN HER ¥ 

. ay DRESSING ROOM--AND 
SHE'S TERRIFIC, Z y WERT: 

BOSS! I NEVER Saw 

SUCH AUDIENCE RE- 

SPONSE TO ANY 


NO 5 
WONDER SHE'S BEEN 
NAMED THE CAT GIRL... 


2 
” GOTA) IT'S See ir WERE YOU gv” HOW DID You 
PHIL] MAY Ie COME ERG? LOOKING FOR GETHERE?I SAW 

4 zs MAE, PHIL? YOU GO INTO YOUR 

- DRESSING ROOM.AND 


IT WOULD BE BETTER NoT ™* si L LOVE you! 
TO ASK QUESTIONS, PHIL... FAR I WILL NEVER 
BETTER! BUT YOU MusT : = LEAVE You! 


REMEMBER, PHIL... GATA..-YOU...YOU a 
T LOVE ‘YOU! DON'T UNDERSTAND...I 
HAVE TO TELL YOU 
SOMETHING... 


y 


THERE'S NOTHING “ 
TO TELL, PHIL! I HAVE 
DECIDED! GooD 
NIGHT! 


OH WHAT A MESS! 
HOW AM I GOING TO. 
TELL HER ABOUT 
WENDY ? 


I HATE TO DO 
IT) DARLING, BUT IT'LL 
GET UNPLEASANT IF I 

DON'T END IT RIGHT 


OF COURSE, IN 
THREE WEEKS WE'LL 
BE MARRIED... THEN, 
WHEN L KNOW YOU'RE 
ALL MINE I WON'T 
BE JEALOUS OF 


«AND THAT'S THE STORY, I SEE, PHIL... THERE'S 
HONEY! BELIEVE ME...I'VE ONLY ONE THING TODO... 
GIVEN HER NO ENCOURAGE- / YOU'LL HAVE TO GET 

MENT! RID OF HER! 


YOU DON'T HAVE TO BE 
JEALOUS OF ANYONE! IT'S 
ALWAYS BEEN neu, 


PHIL! WHAT ARE YOU DOING IN MY. 
DRESSING ROOM? EVERYONE ELSE 
HAS GONE HOME! YOU SHOULD 

BE WITH WENDY! 


‘SHE'LL NEVER HAVE You, I DON'T LOVE You! 1M, 
PHIL, NEVER/ I TOLD. MARRYING WENDY IN 
YOU THAT I LOVE YOU! 4 THREE WEEKS! 


So! THAT'S HOW 
YOU SHOW YOUR, 
GRATITUDE AFTER L 
MADE YOU A SUCCESS! 
VLLKILL YOU BEFORE 
TL GIVE You UPTO 
ANYONE ELSE! 


» MOUTHING A SAVAGE GROWL, GATA SPRINGS AT PHIL, WHO 
LASHES OUT TO PROTECT HIMSELF! e 


WITH A DULL TERRIFYING THUD, GADA'S HEAD HITS & 
CORNER OF THE ORESSER AS SHE FALLS BACKWARD... 


A 
tl ley tle tte. 


[rue GIRLMOANS, TWITCHES, THEN LIES STILL AS THE 
DEATH RATTLE DIES IN HER THROAT.... $ 


LareR, PHIL DISPOSES OF THE BODY... 
Pex, pp a 
WNL 


THERE'S NO HEARTBEAT...SHE'S... 
SHE'S DEAD! I MUST GET HER OUT OF 
HERE ---TELL THEM SHE LEFT... 


BE CARRIED OUT TO 
SEA INA FEW * 


— a IT'S THE SAME car! 
WHAT A MESS...THEY'RE ONLY A CAT! 


REPAIRING THE BASEMENT : 

STAIRS! YOU'VE NEVER HEARD RIE OGIO 
SUCH & RACKET ALL Day! 
PHIL, DID YOU TALK TO GATA! 


i PHIL! WHAT'S 
AND I FED HER! ¥ WRONG WITH 


MUST GET AWAY! GATA! STOP 
TORTURING ME/ LET ME ALONE! 
L DIDN'T MEAN TO 

KILL YOU! 


TAKE HER AWAY 
FROM ME! 


THE BASEMENT! 
THE STAIRS ARE 


AND AS HE LIES SPRAWLED IN DEATH, THE ONLY WENOY'S HORRIFIED SCREAM 


‘SPE = OF GAT APPEARS... BREAKS THE PALL OF SILENCE AND 
Slit olan a THE WILO SHRIEK DOES NOT RUFFLE 


THE CAT CALMLY LICKING ITS FUR, 


| THE SHARP DROP BREAKS PHILS NECK... 


TI WARNED YOU, PHIL! I TOLD YOU NO 
ONE BUT I WOULD HAVE You! 

NOW WE ARE 

TOGETHER --- 


IN DEATH! 


AS HISTORY TELLS, TALUS THE 
GREAT WAS BORN ING THe EAe 
2020 A. 0, ON HIS FATHER'S 


IT'S WEIRD, MARSHA,,,HE 
DOES NOT PLAY WITH 
OTHER CHILDREN! 


ED OTHER CHILDREN 
Ke Ti GONTET EY 


TALUS THINKS HE'S 
BETTER THAN 
ANYONE ELSE! 


LITTLE ANN Mae LIVED ON THE ADTOINING 
FARM! SHE AND TALUS WERE SOMETIMES 
TOGETHER, AND ONE DAY 


OH.THANK YoU 
THERE You ARE, CHILDRENTY COME 2 
CANDY FOR EACH OF yeu! 


TALUS!’ 
NOW RUN OUT AND PLAY! /———— 


TALUS FATHER TRIED TO ONE Day WHEN TALUS 
EXPLAIN TO HIM! WAS IN IN HIS TEENS... 
TALUS, cep I'M STRONGER 

YOU UNDE! 


GET Ou OUT OF MY YYou! BE 
! Way, RODD! I'M 
STAND-- wae 


oe 

TALUS, AT TWENTY, KNEW WHAT | | ALEXANDER THE GREAT! NAPOLEON! HITLER! LOWLY 

HE WANTED... - BEGINNINGS, BUT METEORIC RISES! AND THE SAME 
= WITH TALMUS ! peers ag 


Look! 
TALUS! ALONE! 


: | ay Soon TLL 
Yes!as q = SF HE WERLD! 
USUAL! > b 


-| ‘THIS, THEN...WAS THE REIGN OF TALUS 
TALUS THE GREAT? j ’ 
= ay | 


BUT, MAST 1 BUT WE WILL al! 


F 
WE ATTACK THE. WIN! HA! HA! 
eee Eat HEN acHERY,. 
7 INTRIGUE... 


THIS WINE-- Foop 
POISONED //? 


HOW STRANGE THAT TALUS THE GREAT 
SHOULD BE AFRAID.., BUT HE WAS... 
—_— 


YOU'VE POISONED 
MY FOOD! 
— 


Roi DPD TANS, WHO FATHER! YOU'VE GOTZ THAT EVENING... WHAT CAN WE DO? 


iO KNOWN TALUS | TO STOPS YOU'RE WE'RE JUST 
IN HIS CHILDHOOD TOO TIRED! FATHER... WE SLAVES? 
NOW WAS LIVING. <=> CAN‘T GO ON 


IN. THE OUT SKIRTS P oT ry RIG THIS WAY! 
es TALUS’ CAPITAL = 


CITY. 4. SS 


SOMEDAY IT WILL 
CHANGE! pe Aes 
HOLDING SECRE 
MEETINGS ery 
WEEK MORE 

JOIN US! 


NA! 


LITTLE ANN MARLO 
4AO MARRIED RODD 


aN, Bean, 
a Bede: 


TAKE ME TO RopD! 
HE AND ZERLINA 


THOUGHT } HE BEAT CARLO 
H THE 


WIT 
ELECTRIC 
WHIP 


( OH, POOR 


WILL CARE FOR ME. CARLO! 


HE'S ASLEEP! 
I'VE GOT TO KILL 
TALUS SOMEHOW! 
JERE MUST BE 


YOU'RE 
BEAUTIFUL! 


ZI WILL ALWAYS HO! You'Re 

TASTE YOUR FooD MY FAVORITE, 

AND DRINK, MY ZERLINA! 
MASTER! 


ZERLINA WON TALUS’ CONFIDENCE 
‘| COMPLETELY ! 


SEE,MY DEAR! my ARMiE 
S50 POWERFUL WE WIN, BER) Were ! 


id THEN CAME THE MOMEN TOUS NIGHT 
‘Hf ZERLINA HAD ARRANGED WITH HER| 


"ATHER 
HO, ZERLINA! WHAT ARE 
YOU DOING HERE? ¢ 


E SOME PLATINUM 
/ TONIGHT I ENTER- 
SELF... NOT THE CAREFUL FATHER! 
it we a NICE YOUNG DON'T LET TT Ho! Ho! LETUS SEE 
ri BE VISITING ME SEE YOUR ee THIS LUCKY FELLOW! 


HA! SO THE IF FIGHTING STARTS, ZERLINA! 
MASTER HAS, RUN FROMTHE ;—~' MAYBE 5 
COMPETITION? CASTLE! 2 WILL Do! 


YOU. LET ME ALONE! HEY, THIS FELLOW BUT ROOD WAS DISCOVERED... THE 
ZERLINA, COME! Is TOUCHY! GUARDS SURROUNDED HIM AND..+ 


RUN! RUN, WE HAVE THEM! 
ZERLINA} TAKE THEM TO 
THE MASTER: 


TALUS FELT STRANGE, RECOGNIZING HIS BOYHOOD GENERAL STRATTS 
COMPANION... REPORTING FROM AFRICA! 
WE ARE IN FULL CONTROL 
HA! HA! MY OLD FRIEND, RopD! wee Poor TIME Now, SIR! 
I SAW YoU, YOU SAID I'D NEVE! 
ANY THING IN LIFE THAT WOULD MARE. YOU HEAR BUT, 
ME HAPPY! HA! HA! You SEE BOWS, THAT? AFRICA 7 TALUS...WHAT 
WRONG YOU WERE ! : f 


THE AMERICA'S SURRENDERED / 
AUSTRALIA IS OURS! S50 |S ASIA! 
THE BRITISH HAVE GIVEN UP... 


YOU HEAR 
THEM 7 


ALL MINE! Yee tal ee 


TALUS? 


YoU SEE HOW WONDERFUL 
LAM? SAY IT! Now 
OR DLL KILL YOU! 
WHAT GOOD DOES 
(T DO TO KILL, TALUS 
DOES IT MAKE YOU 
F HAPPY? § 


MINE! I OWN IT ALL! ) 
<7 EVERYTHING! 


NOTHING LEFT FOR | NOTHING LEFT FOR HIM 


ME TO CONQUER! 370 00.NOW! THE END 
WHAT WILLTI DO 


NOW? WHAT 
COMES NEXT? 


THE TRAIL... AND 
SUDDENLY... 


I GOT WHAT © 
WANTED! HA!HA! 
EVERY THING? 


GREETINGS, FRIENDS, FIENDS, AND DEAR, DEADLY FELLOW-CREATURES ! GATHER'ROUND WHILE I BEAT 
THE TOMTOM AND THE HISS GF VICIOUS VIPERS BLEND WITH THE VOODOO CALL! I, THE VOODOO 
INTRODUCE YOU TO RUY GIFFORD,'OF THE NATIONAL FRUIT COMPANY WHO CAME TO CASTLE MORENO, 
IN THE HILLS OF HISPANIOLA, THINKING HE 


WOULD CORNER THE BANANA MARKET... Mie The Witch Doctor recounts the weird story 
1) j = 


DOCTOR, WILL 


TO REACH CASTLE MORENO, ROY STOPPED FIRST AT 


BUT GENERAL MORENO IS VERY FORGETFUL, M'SIEL! 
A LITTLE TOWN HIGH IN THE MOUNTAINS WHERE AN: 
OLD INN CALLED "LE CHEVAL NOIR" WAS RUN BY AN 


HE EVEN FORGETS THAT HE IS TO MARRY MY 
a DAUGHTER, GABRIELLE ! WOULD YOU 


REMIND HIM WHEN 
YOU SEE HIM? 


UGLY RUFFIAN NAMED VICTOR. 


I. BANANA CROP! 


ai 


GO ROY GIFFORD RODE UP 70 CASTLE AND EVERYWHERE, As FAR Ae THE EYE 
MORENO, WHERE HE WAS GREETED BY ROY SAW BANANAS: 
GENERAL MORENO IN PERSON... 


A WONDERFUL CROP! 
BUT HOW CAN YOU 
GATHER THE 


PRICE YOU'VE FACTORILY! COME 
OFFERED THEM INTO THE CASTLE, 
To NATIONAL MR. GIFFORO, AND 
FRUIT? I'LL SHOW YOU 
SOME OF MY. 
ANCESTORS! 


THIS WAS GENERAL. 
GUILLAUME MORENO, 
WHO FOUGHT THE 

ARMIES OF 
NAPOLEON--- 


Se 


AND GENERAL 


AND HERE |S GENERAL AND GENERAL LOUIS 
ANTOINE MORENO, WHO MORENO , FOR SIXTY 
FOUGHT THE ARMIES YEARS PRESIDENT 
THAT FOUGHT OF THE REPUBLIC--- 
NAPOLEON- = 


RECOGNIZE ME, EVEN WITH 

THE MASK? YOUR OLD PAL, 

THE WITCH DOCTOR! WELL, YES; IN THE CENTURY ) YOU'RE TO BE BUT SPEAKING OF THE MORENO 
THAT'S THE WAY THOSE AND A HALF OF THIG</ CONGRATULATED, } FAMILY , VICTOR THE INN KEEPER 
PORTRAITS STRUCK ROY SAID THAT YOU INTEND TO MARRY 
GIFFORD ! THEIR COS- HIS DAUGHTER: 
“TUMES WERE DIFFERENT, MORENO HAG ACCOMPLIGHED! GABRIELLE! 
BUT THEY WERE THE YOu AND YOUR / DINNER IS READY? 

SAME GENERAL MORENO, ANCESTORS, WE CAN DISCUSS THE 

“THE VERY ONE HE yes B SuUBIECT 


'T WAS STRANGE DINING IN A GLOOMY HALL WHERE STOLID ANO AFTER DINNER, ROY SAW MORE OF THE FACE- 
SERVANTS MOVED MECHANICALLY WITH COLD FIXED STARES.., 


THIS VICTOR IS A SMUGGLER, A 
COUNTERFEITER, A CUT-THROAT, 
AND A LIAR! BUTI INTEND TO 
MARRY HIS DAUGHTER ! IT WILL 
MAKE THE TOWNSFOLK REGARD 
ME AS HUMAN -- AND PERHAPS, 
LATER, THEY WILL ALL BE 
WORKING FOR MES 


HERE, FOR EXAMPLE, ARE TWO 

DUELING REVOLVERS, A PERFECTLY, 

MATCHED PAIR, BOTH 
MUZZLE- LOADERS ! 


ANOTHER OF THE CREEPY, INCREDIBLY 
INHUMAN SERVANTS USHERED ROY 70 4 
ROOM HIGH IN A CASTLE TURRET... 


LESS. SERVITORS AS MORENO SHOWED HIM 
“THROUGH THE CASTLE... 


/ THIS |S MY TROPHY ROOM! HERE I KEEP 
WEAPONS THAT I HAVE USED-- I MEAN 
THAT MY FAMILY HAS USED-- DURING, 

THE PAST 150 YEARS! 


THEY EVEN HAVE A MOLD IN WHICH SINCE YOU ADMIRE 
BULLETS CAN BE CAST! IT BELONGS THEM SO GREATLY, 
WITH THE SET OF REVOLVERS! TAKE THEM AS A 
MEMENTO OF YOUR 
STAY IN CASTLE 


WHY--WHY, 
“THANK YOU, 
GENERAL - 


WHERE FROM HIS VANTAGE POINT, ROY VIEWED PROCESSIONS OF| 
WORKERS GATHERING BANANAS BY MOONLIGH: 


THEY ARE HOLDING A FUNERAL FOR HENRI BEAU-) 
FORT, THE POSTMASTER! HE WILL BE BURIED IN 
THE CEMETERY ON THE HILL! THE TOMTOMG ARE 
TO GO DOWN TO h ‘TO. WARD OFF EVIL SPIRITS ! THE PEOPLE AROUND/| 
THEINN AND 4% HERE BELIEVE IN p 
EVIL SPELLS! / SO I SEE! PROBABLY THEY'D 
BE SUSPICIOUS OF ALL 
STRANGERS AT A TIME 
LIKE THIS! 


4A FEW DAYS PASSED WHILE ROY 
MADE FURTHER TRIPS ABOUT THE. qy 
PLANTATION... THEN, ONE DAY AT DUSK... GENERAL MORENO, DIGGING 


UP THE GRAVE OF HENRI 
WHERE IS GENERAL! HE HAS GONE TD . 
MORENO? I WANT , INSPECT THE NEW, 


GO,ZOMBI! JOIN THE RESTOF MY 1 NO WONDER MORENO OPERATES 
{| AROUND THE CLOCK! HIS. 


SPEAK, LIVING DEAD MANS I, 
THE MASTER ZOMBI, HAVE MADE 
YOU ONE OF US! YOU MUST DO. 
AS I COMMAND! 


Be 


POLL 


EXPRESSION LIKE ONE 


AT THE INN, MORENO'S ARRIVAL WAS THE 
CAUSE FOR GREAT CELEBRATION... 


NOW'S MY 
CHANCE TO 
SLIDE INTO 


AH, GABRIELLE 
--MA CHERIE! 


I CANNOT GIVE YOU CHANGE IN 

AMERICAN MONEY, M'GIEU ! BUT I 

CAN TAKE OUT FOR THE WINE AND 

GIVE YOU CHANGE IN SILVER PESOS! 
WILL THAT 007 


LOST THE WAY, 60 I 
x 

F GO DOWN 70 THE 
INN AND SEND 


GIVE US MORE 
WINE AND GIVE 
ME CHANGE IN 
MORE PESOS! 


AN EXCELLENT IDEA! I'LL HAVE THE 
CARRIAGE MADE READY SO WE CAN 
GO TOGETHER ! THEN I 

CAN TALK TO THE INN 

KEEPER ABOUT HIS 


BUT ROY SOON FOUND OUT THAT HE 
IWAS UNDER CONSTANT WATCH BY 
IONE OF MORENO'S SERVANTS--- 


GENERAL MORENO 
\ AND HIS. BRIDE- 


AND STILL MORE 
WINE -- AND STILL 


GRANO IDEA INVOLVING 
SILVER PESOS! 


COME, MR. GIFFORD! GENERAL A TEN WORD CABLE TEN PESOS IS NOTHING! I WILL) 

MORENO SAYS ITIGTIMETO /- TO NEW YORK! HOW, GIVE YOU TEN PESOS AND STILL 
pSeueey TO THE CASTLE! MUCH WILL THAT f KEEP PLENTY 
COST! FOR MYSELF! 


AT THE CASTLE, ALL | 
», WAS READY FOR GOOD! THAT 4 
es A. THE BETROTHAL WILL GIVE 
AH, YES! TONIGHT 
AUGHTER \ SHE WILL DINE WITH 
GAGRIELLE | THE GENERAL AND 
HAS GONE | THE AMERICAN 


‘GOIYOUR 


> IN HK ROOM, ROY “THERE'S ONE WAY TO SETTLE A 
GoGo) _ MELTED DOWN A ZOMBI, PERMANENTLY, AND THATS 
~ >  DOZEN.OF / WITH A SILVER BULLET! 
VICTOR'S PESOS, HAVE ENOUGH HERE TO Fix 
MORENO AND HIS CREW OF 
SERVANTS! THEY'LL NEVER 
EVEN GUESS HOW I 
y \F GOT THE SILVER / 
A PERFECT ONE J 
OUNCE BULLETS 


YES, ROY GIFFORD WAS \ LOOK, THIS CABLE THE AMERICAN GAVE DRINK WAIT, GABRIELLE! THAT 
RIGHT! NO ZOMBI_CAN ME! IT IG NOTA CABLE AT ALL! IT SAYS: Nee 
STOMACH A SILVER 

BULLET! HA! JUST 


OF OUR 
TROTH! 


BULLETS WILL. 
SETILE YOU 4 
MORENO! 
AND THAT GOES FOR 
YOU AS WELL, CREEPY 


FLING THE FOOL FROM THE 
CLIFF! THAT ISTHE FATE OF 
ALL WHO WOULD 
FOIL MORENO! 


SO THAT WAS THE END OF 
ROY GIFFORD! BUT DON'T GO 
AWAY! WE STILL HAVE 
OTHER CHARACTERS TO 
DEAL WITH...ANO WHAT 
CHARACTERS! 


fy | AUTHENTIC 
v Ue COLORS. 


GLOW in the 
DARK EYES 


reaching out 
—sinister as the wildest 
nightmare. Bigger than 
\ife—Frankenstein—the 
man-made monster that 
terrorized the world. 7 
feet tall, with eyes that 
glow eerily in the dark 
for a special thrilling 
chill. So lifelike in au- 
thentic colors, that you'll 
probably find yourself 
talking to him, Won't 
you be surprised if he 
answers! 

There is also his perfect 
companion—BONEY the 
SKELETON—stark and 
scary—just a wonderful 
pair to set your hair on 
end, 

MONEY BACK GUARANTEE 
Just send $1,00 pilus 35¢ 
to cover postage ana 
handling tor each mon. 
ster you want ORDER 
‘TWO AND SAVE. (The same 
35c for postage and han 
ting applies to orders 
for TWO MONSTERS —a 
total of 2 for $2.35 ) 
Your money back if not 
satisfactorily horrified 
HONOR House 

DEPT, 4729R97 
LYNBROOK, N.Y. 

11583 


Scary, Life-Size 


Go) MONSTER GHOST 


obeys Your Commands! 
OVER 7 FEET TALL 
Scare the dayiignes out 
pf your "victim" as this 
terrifying life slze ghost 
hovera and darts over him 
Can be controlled up 
50 feet avay so you can 
hide while watching your 
\ victim. Complete instruc- 
tions included 
To order, RUSH your Wwame, 
Adaress and ONLY $1.00 plus 25 cents 
for postage and handling. Don't wait 
your MONEY REFUNDED IN FULL if 
you are not completely satisfied! 


Honor House ept.472M697 Lynbrook, N.Y. 


22 CAL. 


PELLET | Only S| 25 
FIRING 


“STINGER AUTOMATIC” 
50-22 Cal. Pellets Free. 


Looks and Feels Like Full Size “James Bond” 
style German Automatic 5¥m inches long — 4¥2 
inches high. Fires 22 cal. pellets just as fast as 
you can pull the trigger with realistic moving 
Slide action, Great for fast action combat—type 
target practice. 50 reusable 22 cal. pellets free. 
Free supply of targets. Money back if not sutiefied. 
Just send $1.25 plus 25¢ Not sold in NY City. 
'WONOR MOUSE 


4, IMPORTED. 


LOCK BLADE 


STILETTO 


9” Overall Length Fips 
5” When Closed open in 
© Opens instantly Bains. 


© Sharp and matically 10 
woven dental closnn 
je Stainless Raza’ shar 
pipel Blade steel Ulade tor ve 


pie use and hard 

Jong service Money 
back in 5 days f not 
sansted Send $2.75 
plus 2b¢ to cover post 
age and banding 


ALLEY SPORTS MO Div. 


Dept. 472597 
35 Wilbur Street, Lynbrook, N.Y. 11563 


ONLY 


$975 7 


“POWER AUTOMATIC” 
Pellet Firing Target Pistol 


FREE 50 Reusable $425 
22 Cal. Pellets only 1 


Rapid tiring 22 cal, fully 9 inches long with the 
look and feel of an “undercover” automatic. Snap 
the “silencer” on or remove it for fast combat: 


type target practice. FREE 50 reusable 22 cal 
pellets and supply of targets. Money back guaran 
tee if not satisfied. Just send $1.25 plus 35c for 
postage and handling. 
HOMOR HOUSE PROD. Dept. 472PA97 
Lynbrook, N.Y. 11563 
Not sid in'NYC 


X-RAY SPECS 


An Hilarious Optical IMlusion 


Scientific optical principle really works Imagine 
— you put on the “X-Ray” Specs and hold your 
hand in front of you. You seem to be able to 
look right through the flesh and see the bones 
underneath, Loox at your friend. Is tsi really 
his body you “see” under his clothes? Loads 
of laughs and fun at parties. Send only $1 plus 
25¢ shipping charges Money Back Guarantee 


HONOR HOUSE PRODUCTS CORP 
Lyabrook NY Dept 472xR97 


Most people try to grow hair. This is just the 
opposite. Made of flesh toned latex to fit all 
heads, really changes your appearance. Just 
send $1.00 plus 15¢ fo 


8 MM MOTION PICTURE 
Color or Black & White PROJECTOR 


$638 


Complete 


FREE: NEW THRILLING SENSATION 


Add 3-D Stereo effect with “Miracle Specs’ i 
which makes people look so full and real you 

can reach out and touch them. One pair 

comes with each projector, Additional pairs 

are $2.98 each 


FEATURES: 


= Sturdy Construction ‘Speed Contr 

* Complete with Screen or siow moti 

© Projects calor or + Guaranteed 
black and white 


WAVE ALL THE FUN OF PRIVATE MOVIES 
WOW AT THIS LOW PRICE 
Precision engineered and compact. Completely 
porfable In its own case. Needs no electric outlet 
since it is battery operated. So simple and safe 
fo use even a child can operate it. Its double lens 
focusing is sure and easy for bright. clear pictures. 


10 DAY FREE TRIAL—Money back guarantee on 
10 day free trial. Don't delay—send $6.98 plus 
75c for postage and handling or send $1.00 good 
will deposit and pay postman balance on delivery 
plus C.0.0. and postage charges, Add $2.98 for 
each pair of additional "Miracle Specs.”” 


HONOR MOUSE PROD. CORP.. DEPT. 472NP97 
Lynbrook, New York 11563 
N.Y, State Residents add applicable Sales Tax 


for fast 


SECRET BOOK SAFE 


ONLY 


$400 


With Combination Lock 
Only You Can Open 


The Secret Book Safe looks just like any pook so.no one 
would think to look for valuables in it. But even chance 
discovery leaves your possessions safe — securely 
locked by a combination only YOU know — because YOU 
yourself nave set it. Simple instructions show you 
how. Tough under structure is covered with simulated 
Teather binding to look lust like 2 real book. Just send 
$1.00 plus 35¢ posta for each dook 
Safe you want Money back \{ you are not satisfied 
HONOR MOUSE DEPT 472897 LYNBROOK, W.¥. 11563 


LUGER°AUTOMATIC 
@ MAGAZINE LOADING CLIPX__~ 
© OVER 15 MOVING PARTS. ONLY 
@ FULLY AUTOMATIC 


Satan AA met 
Seas tahun, see § 98 
eee emery cree 


matic slide action. Made of 
styrene with 
MOST AUTHENTIC MODEL GUN WE'VE EVER SEEN 


YOU GEE, GABRIELLE’ / SO GABRIELLE ORANK HER THERE'S MORENO FOOLS! EVEN 
I AM NO ZOMBI! Bf WINE AND PROMPTLY DROPPED, NOW! LET HIM HAVE |SILVER BULLETS. 
SO DRINK DEAD! MORENO DRANK GOME IT WITH OUR SILVER / CANNOT HARM 
YOUR WINE! ie] TOO; BUT IT COULON'T HURT 3 ‘A MASTER ZOMBI 
HIM! HE WAS A ZOMBI/ IIS WHO HAG LIVED A 

CENTURY AND A 

HALF, AS I HAVES 

I just PROVED 
THAT I AM 
IMMUNE 5 


a! 


YES, GENERAL MORENO THOUGHT HE WAS WHAT WAS THE ANSWER TO THIG RIDDLE? WHY 
IMMUNE , BUT HE ANG HIS SERVANTS FOUND OUT WERE MORENO AND HIS MOB RIDDLED --AFTER| 
DIFFERENTLY, WHEN THEY WERE SHOWEREO 


THEY HAD BEEN UNHARMED BY BOY'S SHOTS? 
WITH GLIVERS OF SILVER! 


LOOK VICTOR! THE AMERICAN MADE BULLETS 
FROM THOSE SILVER PESOS -- BUT THEY MUST 
E HAVE FAILED 
# HOW HORRIBLE-- HOW 
fs| TERRIGLE! (T IGALL 


MUGT CONFESS THE TRUTH! AM \ [50 INSTEAD OF SILVER PESOS, \ [CASTLE MORENO HAS GONE TO 
A COUNTERFEITER! WHEN M'SIEU T GAVE HIM COINS AAADE OF | |RUIN, BUT YOU STILL WILL FIND 
GIFFORD ASKED FOR PESOS, WHY LEADS THAT IS WHY HIS NICTOR AT THE OLD INN, BE- 
SHOULD I GIVE HIM GOOD ONES? BULLETS FAILED 10 DESTROY fm |MOANING THE FATE OF HIS 
HE WOULD NOT KNOW t& THE ZOMBIES! Ym \OAUGHTER GABRIELLE... 
“THE DIFFERENCE ! Ey - HE'LL TELL YOU THE STORY 
= JUST AS I HAVE, BUT BE 
j CAREFUL! HE STILL 
HANDS OUT LEAG 
PESOS! 


